


Pericles Prince of T yrcs. 

Lord Thaliord from Antiochtts is welcome* 

Thai. From him I come with mcllage vnto princely 
Pericles, bnt iince my landing, I haue vnderftood your Lord 
has betake himfelfeto vnknowne trauailes, nowmellage 
mudfcturae from whence it came. 

He//, Wee haue no realon to defire it, commended 
to our maider not to vs, yet ere you fhall depart, this wee 
delire as friends to Antioch wee may fead in Tyre. Exit. 

Enter Cleon the Gouernour of Tharfus t with 
his wife and others. 

Cleon. My Dyoniza fliall wee reft vs heere. 

And by relating tales ofothers griefes. 

Seed twill teach vs to forget our owne 8 

Dion. That were to blow at fire in hope to quench it* 
For who digs hills becaufe they doe afpire i 
Throwes downe onemeuntaine tocaftvp a higher: 

O my dill relied Lord,euen fuch our griefcsare, 

Heere they arc but felt, and feene with mifchiefs eyes. 

But like to Groues, being topt, they higher rile. 

Cleon. O Dicniza, 

Who wanteth food, and will not fay hee wants it. 

Or can conceale his hunger till hee fanulh ? 

Our toungs and forrowes to found deepe: 

Our woes into the aire, our eyes to weepe. 

Till toungs fetch breath that may proclaime 
Them louder, that if heauen Humber, while 
Their creatures want, they may awake 
Their helpers, to comfort them. 

Uethendifcourfe our woes felt feuerall yeares, 

And wanting breath to fpeake, hclpe mee with teares. 

Dyontza. lie doe my bed Syr. (menf, 

Cleon. This Tharfm ore which I haue the gouerne- 
A Cittieon whom plentie held full hand : 

For riches drew’de her lelfe euen in her dreetes, 
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Pericles Pr'mce off frc. 

Whole towers bore heads fo high they kid theclowd*, 
And ftrangers nere beheld, but wondred at, 

Whofe men and dames fo jetted and adorn'de. 

Like one anothers glide to trim them by. 

Their tables were dor de full to glad the fight, 

And not fo much to feede on as delight, 

All pouertie was Icor’ndc , and pridefogreat, 

The name of helpegrewe odious to repeat. 

Dion. Ot'is too true. 

C/e. But fee what heauen can doe by this our change, 
Thefe mouthes who but of late, earih ; fea,and ayre. 

Were all too little to content and pleafe, 

Although thy gaue their creatures in abundance. 

As houfes are defil’de for want of vfe, 

They are now daru’de for want of excrcife, 

Thnie-pallats who notyet too fauers younger. 

Mull haue inuentions to delight the tad. 

Would now be glad of bread and beg for it, 

Thofe mothers who to nouzell vp their babes, 

Thought nought too curious,arereadic now 
To eat thole little darlings whom they lou'de, 

So fiiarpe are hungers teeth, that man and wife, 

Drawe lots whofirft fhall die, to lengthen life. 

Heere dandsa Lord.and therea Ladieweeping •* 

Heere manie fincke,yet thole which lee them fall, 

Haue fcarce drength left to giue them buryall. 

Is not this true? 

Dion. Ourcheekesand hollow eyes doewitnelle it. 

Cle. O let thofe Cities that of plenties cup, 

And her profperi ties fo largely tade. 

With their fuperfluous riots heare thelc teares. 

The milerieof Tharfus maybe theirs. 

Enter a Lord, 

Lord. Whcres the Lord Gouernour? 

Cle. Here,fpeakeoutthy forrowes, which thee bringd 


